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was done, of his fine feathers, and took them
away in the same dirty, unsuspicious-looking
bundle in which they had arrived.

I was sorry to find that this bandmaster
had left Manipur when I returned there.
He had gone down to Calcutta with the ex-
Maharajah, with whom he had always been
a great favourite, and left the band to the
tender mercies of a havildar, who knew
nothing of music.

Early in January of this year, 1891, we
went to Kohima to meet the chief com-
missioner, Mr. Quinton, and spent a very
pleasant four days there. It was always such
a treat to see people. Life in the station
at Manipur was so dreadfully monotonous,
but I had been better off than my husband,
who had not seen any white faces for several
months. Not that that troubled him very
much. He always adapted himself to what-
ever were his circumstances, and made the
best of them, never thinking of, and worrying
himself for, the many things he had not got.